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Article 10

When I walked out on the street, the traffic had cleared and I
attributed my actions to my bad day at the office.
My boss had had me on the carpet for falling behind in my work
but, actually, I think he was just under pressure from the front
office and was afraid of losing his job. The same old stuff. It isn't
my fault. It's the men under me.
After a good steak in my apartment and a hot shower I didn't
feel too much like going out. So I called my girl friend and brokt'
my date. She wasn't too happy because it was the fifth time I had
broken a date in two weeks. But she was gettin,g like everyone else;
always on my neck. I was getting bored with her anyway.
That night I had a hard time getting to sleep and finally had to
take a couple of sleeping tablets. I took a couple of shots of
bourbon for insurance and then went right to sleep.
The next morning I slept in and was suffering from a swollen
IIe:l.d and an overly parched, dry mouth. I took a shot of whiskey
to straighten myself out and started off to work.
I caught a cab and arrived at the office an hour late. My boss
was waiting for me but I wasn't in any mood for his crap. So, I
just walked up to him and quit. He smiled, thanked me, and said
he didn't enjoy firing people.
I walked out of the office building feeling quite depressed and
cynical. After all, it wasn't my fault. I just didn't feel well.
I was walking down the street with no particular goal in mind
when a bright red fire truck came screaming around the corner.
Almost at once the fire truck was obliterated from my vision and the
siren changed to that flat, sharp, terrifyin,g sound that made the
blood rush to my head and my lips pucker up as if they had just
tasted a raw ripe lemon.
I knew of one thing that would cure me of this. I rushed down
the street with my hands clasped to my head in search of a bar. I
turned down a side street and saw half a block away a bar with the
sign above the door reading "Melody Inn." I rushed down the
street, through the door, up to the bar, and ordered a double shot.
i gulped it down quickly and ordered another. My head was clearing
and my melody was returning.
Then I noticed it. Everyone here was sitting around with half
plied glasses of booze, humming their own melodies.

My Solo

• • •

Solo step one step one step
swirl through a lace of hope and promise
one step thro~gh a dance of love and hopefulness
one step one step, shoe by shoe,
one step one step one step
two!
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